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Futi l i ty 
T h a t w i n d knows h o w to walk o n s a n d , l e a v i n g a d a n c e o f pr ints 
T o puzz le teams o f c r y p t o g r a p h e r s , that l i g h t c o l o u r s water l i k e a c h i l d , 
T h a t oceans s h o r e u p history even b e f o r e its t e l l i n g , 
T h a t a l o g eases u p o n a b e a c h , r a g g e d after years o f adventure , 
T h a t a pale f lank o f sky steps g i n g e r l y o n h a r d , c o l d s a n d b e d , 
T h a t grains f r o m the I n d i a n coast c a n wash u p o n J o n e s b e a c h , 
A s h o c k o f m a r o o n dots whi te rivers c a s c a d i n g f r o m a f e n c e d r o a d , 
T h a t f r o t h c a n freeze i n t o c r e a m pugs, , s e r v i n g itself to gul ls , 
T h a t a n o r c h e s t r a o f d r i e d weeds awakens fingers n e s t i n g i n a lover 's h a n d , 
T h a t waves have f o u n d sti l lness i n t h e i r m o v e m e n t 
T h a t b i r d s c a n fal l l i k e messages f r o m the sky, b u t rise aga in , 
T h a t w i n d a n d s u n , sea a n d s a n d , have woven i n t o us t h e i r tales 
M a k e s this h u m a n t e l l i n g the m o s t u n s p e c t a c u l a r o f a l l . 
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